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activity, Earth and Man are improving. But God
(the youthful Bailey was extraordinarily familiar
with the mind of the Creator), in a speech of
disconcerting petulance, dooms Earth to end :
" Earth to death is given," and the pitying angels
cover their faces. It is by playing upon the depres-
sion of one who inhabits an orb which is about to
be annihilated that Lucifer obtains his ascendancy
over the spirit of Festus ; he approaches him in the
guise of a giant force, placable and sane, that will
give the longed-for happiness. But Festus rejects
all the vulgar forms of joy :

Spirif,

If is not bliss I seek ; I care not for if.
I am above the low delights of lift.
The life I live is in a dark cold cavern,
Where I wander up and down, feeling for something
Which is to be ; and must be ; what, I know not;
But the incarnation of my destiny
Is nigh . . .
The worm of the world hath eaten out my heart.

Lucifer is equal to the opportunity ; he promises to
renew the heart of Festus within him, and to endow
it with immortality in spite of God. Festus wavers,
but he is now launched upon a career of super-
natural adventures, presented to us in a succession
of scenes and visions. These are pleasing in pro-
portion with their seriousness, for Bailey had none
of Goethe's gift of laughter, and his " comic relief "
is invariably deplorable. It is in his communion